him to make the most of a somewhat effeminate baritone voice
which he is weak enough to put forward as a tenor.
As Linda's taste for music approached fanaticism, Porchar-
lester's single accomplishment gave him, in her eyes, an advan-
tage over men of more solid parts and mature age. I resolved to
interrupt their conversation as soon as I was at leisure. It was
some time before this occurred; for I make it a rule to see for
myself that everything needed at the performances in my house
is at hand in its proper place. At last Miss Waterloo, who enacted
the heroine, complained that my anxiety made her nervous, and
begged me to go to the front and rest myself, I complied willingly
and hastened to the side of Linda. As I approached, Porcharlester
rose, saying, "I am going to take a peep behind: that is, if non-
performers may be admitted."
"Oh, certainly," I said, glad to be rid of him. "But pray do not
meddle with anything. The slightest hitch—"
"All right," 'he said, interrupting me. "I know how fidgety
you are. I will keep my hands in my pockets all the time."
"You should not allow him to be disrespectful to you, Colonel
Green," said Linda, when he was gone. "And I feel sure he will
do no end of mischief behind the scenes."
"Boys will be boys," I replied, "Porcharlester's manner is just
the same to General Johnston, who is quite an old man. How are
your musical studies progressing?"
"I am full of Schubert just now. Oh, Colonel Green, do you
know Schubert's serenade?"
"Ah! a charming thing. It is something like this, I think.
Diddledi-dum, deediddledi-dum, deedum, deediddledyday."
"Yes, it is a little like that. Does Mr Porcharlester sing it?"
"He tries to sing it. But he only appears to advantage when he
sings trivial music. In nothing that demands serious sentiment,
depth of feeling, matured sympathy, as it were—"
"Yes, yes. I know you think Mr Porcharlester flippant. Do
you like the serenade?"
"Hm! well, the fact is—Do you like it?"
"I love it. I dream of it. I have lived on it for the last three days."
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